Restraining Order by Martella, Michael
University of Mississippi
eGrove




University of Mississippi. Sally McDonnell Barksdale Honors College
Follow this and additional works at: https://egrove.olemiss.edu/hon_thesis
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Undergraduate Thesis is brought to you for free and open access by the Honors College (Sally McDonnell Barksdale Honors College) at eGrove. It
has been accepted for inclusion in Honors Theses by an authorized administrator of eGrove. For more information, please contact egrove@olemiss.edu.
Recommended Citation

































































































































































































































	 	 The	Ritual	of	the	Blood	 	 	 	 	 	 …	2	
	 	 The	Pit	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	4	
	 	 Dove	Season	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	5	
	 	 The	Wig	Stand	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	6	
Truth	or	Dare		 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	7	
	 	 A	Conversation	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	8	
	
II. Fragments	of	Ecology	
	 	 Orientation	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	11	
	 	 A	Dove	Begins	to	Sing	 	 	 	 	 	 …	12	
	 	 Sea	Turtles	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	13	
	 	 Echo	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	14	
	 	 Sowing	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	15	
	 	 The	Sorting	Room	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	16	
	
III. Who	We	Were	
Contingencies	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	18	
You	Woke	Me	One	Morning	 	 	 	 	 	 …	19	
To	Pieces	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	20	
The	Libido	in	August		 	 	 	 	 	 …	21	
Who	We	Were	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	22	
	 	 Demolition	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	23	
	 	 Stargazing	before	Dawn	 	 	 	 	 	 …	24	
Restraining	Order	 	 	 	 	 	 	 …	25	
	







































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































As I put the car in park, my eyes list slowly left, looking out the driver-side 
window, where in the next space, a somber police officer steps out of a black and white 
sedan.  He nods in my direction, then strides off down the sidewalk and into the building.  
I stare at the heavy metallic door that slams shut behind him, and for several moments I 
sit cradled in a worn-out leather seat.  Raindrops like pinpricks fall against the gray 
exterior of my car and run rivulets down the windshield.  
I close my eyes.   
My right hand rests limp on the cold gearshift, waiting for fingers to push 
between mine, to heave this moment into reverse, but my palm remains upturned and 
open, as empty as the passenger seat.  There is no sound but light rain falling like time 
toward an end.   
* 
I always drove.  His car or mine, day or night, drunk or sober – I always drove.  It 
wasn’t a lack of trust.  Or maybe it was.  I told myself it wasn’t.  On a Wednesday night I 
drove the two of us along with some friends to a bar downtown.  I parked in the lot across 
the street from the bar, and as everyone fumbled blithely for door handles, I noticed John 
sitting stiffly in the passenger seat.  I laid my hand where he could see it, wondering what 
was wrong.  His hand fell heavily into mine, and I consoled him once again. 
John told me of a memory he had from high school, when his mother and father 
were talking around the kitchen, and he walked in to listen.  Leaning against the counter, 
John heard about a boy from school who had recently come out to his own parents, how 
the boy had been disowned by the entire family.  As John’s mother went about preparing 
dinner, she punctuated the conversation by assuring her husband that should those 
circumstances ever arise, they would do exactly the same. 
After John finished the story, I thought about our separate lives, the roads we had 
taken before, as individuals bound eventually to meet.  I realized then how lucky I had 
been.  When I first came home sporting rainbows and skinny jeans, my parents eschewed 
their judgment in favor of acceptance and compassion.  But in most of Mississippi, 
rainbows only remind people of bad weather and the Old Testament, and what’s worse, 
there’s no pot of gold; there’s a disappointed family, abandonment, and showers of 
persecution.  In the world of his upbringing, there was no asylum save assimilation, and I 
could see the wear this wrought on John, who replayed that moment over again as he sat 
sullen-eyed beside me, searching for a loophole, an alternate ending where love and 
happiness were unconditional.  
 I leaned over the center console to kiss him on the cheek and squeezed his hand 
before letting go to turn off the car. 
* 
 The sound of thunder, and startled, I open my eyes.  It’s still raining; I’m still 
here, alone.  I open the door and step onto fractured asphalt that crunches beneath my 
feet.  The door closes with a gust of wind, and I walk slowly toward the building’s front, 
letting the rain settle in my hair and splash off my skin.  His shirt weighs heavy on my 
shoulders, the scent of his cologne in water droplets distilled, and again I close my eyes. 
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* 
“Another?”  I asked John, looking down disparagingly at the brimming vodka 
tonic in his right hand before sliding my view to the still unemptied glass of chardonnay 
in his left.  “You know I don’t like it when you drink this much.” 
“I know,” he sighed, “your grandfather.  Mine was too… I’m not an alcoholic.”   
Glossy eyes squinted through a full-face smile that begged for my forgiveness, 
and I yielded.  Time, I thought, had taught me which issues to dispute and which to let 
dance into the crowd.  
At around 11:30 everyone decided that our bar had become a bore so we all 
emptied our wells and made a row of ice-filled plastic cups along the counter.  Down 
wooden stairs our party walked in almost single file save John whose arm hung on my 
shoulder.  We steered ourselves toward a bar on the south side of the little town square, 
and John and I lagged behind at the mouth of a dark alley. 
“Do you love me?” 
“Yes, I love you.” 
“Because sometimes I feel like you don’t really love me.” 
“Well, I do.” 
“But sometimes I feel like you don’t think I’m good enough for you.” 
“That’s not true.” 
“And sometimes I think I’m going crazy.” 
We stood there staring at one another through the opaque yellow of the 
streetlights.  His eyes flicked from my left to my right and back again, his irises eroding 
into a deep well of black.  I knew the scene that played behind the darkness, the one that 
led to this line of questioning.  I could hear his mother’s voice, and so could he.  
“You don’t really love me,” he said with shallow breaths and a lowered brow. 
“That’s not true.  You know I love you, John.” 
“No you don’t.” 
“I do!” 
“I don’t believe you.” 
“Well I don’t know what to say to make you believe me.” 
“If you don’t love me, just leave me.” 
“Why are you taking this out on me?  I’m not your parents.  I actually love you.” 
“Fuck you!” he yelled, standing opposite me in the alleyway.  His eyes were yet 
heavier, and in the dim light ebbing between brick walls I noticed the distorted shape of 
his half-lit face.  Each word flung whisky-laden in my direction pushed me toward the 
dark.  
“John, don’t be angry.  You know I didn’t–“ I lost my words midsentence as he 
shoved me against the wall, swung his fist into my cheek.  I panted for breath and put a 
hand to my face.  “I love you.  But…” I paused, choking on the finality of an promise that 
changed whole futures, his and mine.  “We’re through.” 
From behind his gritting teeth, John grumbled, “I hate you.” 
* 
My eyes watch as I reach out and touch the smooth silver door handle at the 
entrance to a large brick building.  The door opens slowly, and I step in.  I think about 
turning around, bolting out the door and locking myself in the car.  I could burn five-
eighths of a tank and be in a place where none of this exists, where none of it ever 
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happened, if I choose.  But the door clicks closed behind me, and I know that isn’t true.  
Like a bottleneck of images, the totems of our past lead me in the same direction, toward 
an impasse of fear and sadness that I can’t surmount in flight.  The smell of his hair on 
the pillow stings me when I sleep; the phantom hand I hold while driving down the road 
pulls back against the wheel; the clothes of his I’ve kept sit like the Babadook on 
shadowed shelves; his presence now makes me mad. 
* 
I made my way outside the bar to sit on the balcony among a group of friends.  
The air was cool and clouded slightly gray by smoke and booze.  Looking up at me as I 
closed the door was a blonde I used to date.  Mistake.  I smiled with all the cordiality that 
I could muster and stepped gladly by, thinking how easy it seems in retrospect to let the 
present become the past, to let the past remain that way. 
Taking a seat next to the dearest friend I have, I heard a voice echoing faintly 
from the sidewalk, calling Michael amidst the noise of laughter and conversation.  It was 
John standing in the middle of the street. 
“I need to talk to you.  I love you.  I’m sorry,” he said in a dampened yell, trying 
in vain to avoid embarrassment.  I shook my head no in a single exaggerated motion so 
that twenty yards away he would know I wasn’t moving.  “My phone is dead.  I don’t 
have a way to get home.” 
“You can walk!”  I spat the words back over the metal railing. 
“I hate you,” he said, and just like that contrition was again contempt.   
* 
 “Can I help you?” asks the woman behind the counter.  I walk in her direction, 
silently studying her purple blouse, the springy twists of brownish black hair, the smile 
on her face that puffs up her cheeks and squints her eyes.  I want to shatter the glass 
partition and scale the counter, wrap my arms around this woman I’ve never met and 
make her tell me that everything will be alright. 
 “I need to file a restraining order.” 
 The smile melts from her face, replaced by a solemn glaze.  She stiffens her back 
to stand up straight.  “Sweetheart, are you okay?” 
 My face flushes.  “I’m fine.  I need to file a restraining order.” 
 “Okay.  Who will you be filing the order of protection against?” she asks. 
 “John.” 
 “I’m sorry,” she said, “let me ask another way.  Is this pertaining to a relationship, 
a friendship, a family member?” 
 “A relationship.” 
 “Okay, sweetie.”  She walks over to her desk and shuffles through a drawer of 
files, eventually finding the proper category for my situation.  She pulls out a stack of 
neatly stapled papers, then slides the drawer shut.  Back at the counter she reviews with 
me the paperwork, the procedures, the ramifications, the responsibility.  “And on the last 
page you’ll need to present your account of the accident, as well as a rough timeframe of 
events.  When did the accident happen?” 
The room is silent; I only faintly hear her question, as if the glass has suddenly 
grown thicker, walled itself around me, turned all talk to muffled whispers.  “Last night.” 
“Sweetheart, I’m sorry.  Are you sure you’re okay?” 
“Yes ma’am.  I’m fine.” 
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I take the stack of papers with a pen from the counter and seat myself on an 
armless pink chair against the wall of the empty room.  The information is at first 
generic: name, phone number, address.  Page two asks more of me: his name, his number, 
his address.  Page three: his place of occupation, his social security number, his hair and 
eye color.  Page four: who keeps the children, the house, the money – we didn’t get that 
far.  Pages five and six: a description of the accident.   
I sit alone inside a room, it seems, enclosed by glass.  Violent shouting and rage 
echo within the walls of my memory as the night before pushes itself to the surface. 
* 
 Leaving the bar I was greeted by John sitting outside on a cold, metal bench, 
waiting with his eyes fixed on the exit.   
 “I thought you went home.”  
His gaze leveled with mine.  “I didn’t.” 
“I have a ride down the street.  I have to go.” 
He stood up.  I stepped back.  He wobbled side to side, too much to drink. 
“You can’t leave me here,” he said. 
“You can’t come home with me,” I followed.  
He shook harder and lurched in my direction, thrusting both hands into my chest 
and me against the cement wall. 
“Hey!” came a booming voice, the bouncer from the bar.  “Is everything okay?” 
Is everything okay? I asked myself.  I didn’t think about the answer. 
“Everything is fine,” I called back through a forced smile.  “I was just leaving.” 
I looked at John, a gloomy, pensive look, and he frowned back at me with 
frightening force.  I moved past him without another word, hoping to let things blow 
over, things tomorrow to be ignored, and I started toward the street where my ride waited 
for me.  Behind, the sidewalk was quiet.  As I turned a corner, though, the sound of 
stomping feet came quick and loud.  I wheeled myself around just as John began to 
swing.  Bent over hands resting on knees, I looked down at the sidewalk as slowly I 
caught my breath from the right hook John landed in my lower chest. 
“You can’t do this to me!” he shouted. 
Behind us on the sidewalk a seemingly happy couple strode by holding hands – 
they didn’t stop, just kept determinedly toward the street corner where they vanished out 
of sight.  I wondered whether their fights ever looked like this, whether anyone else’s did. 
 “It’s over.” 
 Another couple sat in a drunken tangle on a bench nearby, oblivious, 
unconcerned.  They looked together, young and new.  I wished they would look up and 
see what love can do if bottled up with fear, with anger, with pain.  I wondered how 
intimate they were, what they said and didn’t say about the past.  Whether they kept 
secrets. 
 “You don’t mean that!” he said, the words barely escaping his tightly clenched 
teeth.  He stuck his hand into his sleeve to scratch his arm, my eyes followed the 
movement of his hand, and for the first time that night I noticed which shirt he wore, my 
favorite shirt, the one with white flowers webbed over a solid cotton canvas of blue.  I 
thought about the scent that shirt would bear when later he returned it.  Sitting at home 
alone I’d want to burn it, pour the ashes around my lemon tree.  But I knew I wouldn’t, 
that instead I’d hold on to the hurt and anything that would bring it just the same as I 
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would keep our photos in the nightstand drawer and the Valentine card tacked on the 
bulletin board – the card that quoted Jack Kerouac, something about being mad and 
exploding like fabulous roman candles.  I wondered whether this is what he had meant, or 
if my fireworks had sparked a different kind of fire. 
 “You won’t be able to take this back tomorrow,” John said.  The gravity of his 
words brought me back from my mind to Mississippi.  I leaned against the dark side of a 
building where no streetlights shone, and I slid down, sitting on my heels.  He stood over 
me, the empty midnight street behind him.  A stoplight changed from red to green with 
no one there to go. 
 “That’s not fair,” I mumbled from behind my hands. 
 “None of this is fair,” he replied. 
 And then Blake rounded the corner.  I hadn’t been answering my phone, and he 
was waiting to take me home.   
 “I knew it,” grumbled John. 
  “Knew what?” I asked. 
 “I knew about you and Blake.” 
 “Are you crazy?” Blake shouted.  “My boyfriend is in the car!” 
Then, seeing the sadness in my face, he knelt beside me. 
“Are you okay?” Blake asked. 
“I’m fine.” I said.  “I want to leave.” 
* 
  
“Sweetheart, you missed John’s address.” 
 “I don’t know it by heart,” I replied, embarrassed.  I know the drive and where it 
ends, I thought, but nothing beyond the end. 
 “Well, sweetie, he has to be served the court order.  Does he have a job?” 
 “Yes, but…” 
 “Sweetheart, they’ll be discreet.  You worry about yourself.  Okay, honey?” 
 I reclaim my seat opposite the counter until the judge gets back from lunch.  In 
my mind I imagine a gray-haired man, an arrogant redneck, a racist, a sexist, no 
compassion, a homophobe, some old lawyer who shoots trophy bucks for fun, plucked 
right out of small town Mississippi.  I picture John’s family in a row behind the stand, 
gawking at me the way they did the first time they laid eyes on me, like I was an invasive 
species in a population of boot and ball-cap wearing Southern Baptists, and I actually 
start to pray.   Partly for me, I think, but mostly for John.  The fear and sadness I feel as I 
await my hearing must be what he has felt for years, for his entire life – like judgments 
new were daily made and only lies could hide his guilt.   
Minutes after I sit down, the woman-I’ve-never-met comes out from her office 
and interrupts my train of thought.  She prompts me to follow her.  I stay a few paces 
behind, anxious and alone, hoping this will end quickly.  She pushes open a door, and I 
see a courtroom with bright red carpet, a wooden podium, two desks and several chairs, 
and a middle-aged man, heavy-set with glasses, perched behind the high façade of his 
office. 
“You can sit right there, sweetheart,” whispers the woman, and she points toward 
a chair behind a desk that faces the judges booth.  She takes a seat at a table where she’ll 
record the minutes. 
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“Please stand and raise your right hand,” says the judge in a relaxed, authoritative 
tone.  He peers at me over the top of horn-rimmed glasses. 
“I’ll tell the truth,” I answer before he gets that far. 
“Alright, you may sit down,” he sighs.  “Can you tell me briefly about the 
accident that led you to file for this order of protection?” 
“Yes sir.  My boyfriend and I…  My ex-boyfriend and I went last night with some 
friends to a bar.  He was upset.  He had too much to drink…”  My words begin to quiver. 
“It’s okay,” the judge assures.  He flips through several pages of paper.  “It says 
here that John pushed and hit you.  Is that correct?” 
“Yes sir.” 
“Son, understand that violence is never excusable.  There is nothing you did to 
deserve this kind of treatment.  This is not your fault.” 
“Yes sir.” 
“Has anything like this ever happened before?” 
The woman-I’ve-never-met stops typing, anticipating a response.  Outside, the 
rain is falling still, the air around me smells like him.  They’ll never understand, I think, 
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